THE DEADHEAD’S TAPING COMPENDIUM 


East Coast origins), a couple of VCRs (beta and 
VHS), and a Sony PCM-501ES digital processor. I 
was then comfortably back to my usual broke 
self, 

This was the summer of 1986. At this point, I 
had been taping seriously since 1978 and had 
amassed a collection of more than 1,100 tapes on 
cassette. I had gotten almost everything I wanted 
that was available at that time and was kind of 
stuck in an in-between space in terms of taping. 
There wasn’t really anything in the cassette world 
I wanted, and nobody in the reel-to-reel world 
wanted to bother with a lowly cassette trader they 
had never heard of. Here was my big chance to 
enter a new world of big-league, high-quality tap- 
ing. I had moved out to the Bay Area from Mary- 
land the year before, specifically for that purpose. 
I had already met a couple of the front-of-board 
digital tapers through a mutual friend. I was hop- 
ing if I could get digital clones of whatever they 
had, then perhaps I could parlay that into gaining 
access to some of the legendary collections that I 
knew existed in the mecca of Grateful Dead-land. 
Unfortunately, even that did not work. 

As it came to pass, in January of 1987, I had 
the opportunity to purchase some reel-to-reel 
tapes out of the collection of a San Francisco 
trader who was transferring much of his material 
to beta hi-fi audio tracks. I now had some older 
material on actual reel-to-reel tapes! My thought 
then was to find a reel-to-reel deck with which to 
play these tapes and transfer them to digital. I put 
the word out to everyone I knew that I was look- 
ing to borrow one. Finally, my friend Brent told 
me about someone he knew named Stephen who 
was looking for a digital processor with which to 
transfer some old reel-to-reel tapes to digital. To 
me, it sounded like a perfect match, so I had Brent 
tell his friend to give me a call. When Stephen 
called me, he didn’t seem at all interested in the 
reel-to-reel tapes I had. He only wanted to know 
if I was willing to part with my digital processor 
for a couple of months in exchange for receiving 
copies of whatever tapes he transferred to digital. 
He claimed that they were all excellent sound- 
boards and that absolutely nobody had them, but 
he was very mysterious when I questioned him 
about their source. When I asked him what shows 
were on these tapes, he listed a few of the dates. 
Tapes of some of the dates he mentioned, such as 
the ’71 Port Chester shows and the ’78 Duke and 
William and Mary shows, ranked among the 
worst-sounding but best-played shows I had on 
tape. Others, like the °72 Berkeley shows, were 


shows I had never heard of anyone having in their 
collection. Still others, like the closing of Winter- 
land and Fox Theater °78 shows, were widely 
available in excellent quality at the time. I was 
skeptical that this guy really had some great secret 
stash of tapes. After all, I had never heard of him. 

I agreed to meet with him anyway, just to 
check his story out. I had my own car, after all, 
and could leave with my equipment intact at any 
time if I so desired. The meeting took place on a 
Saturday morning in the parking lot of the Whole 
Earth Access store in San Rafael. I was to go 
there, buy tapes, and look for a long-haired guy in 
a green Datsun. I bought a few boxes of blank 
beta hi-fi tapes and sat in my car waiting. Pretty 
soon a black BMW pulled up and out stepped 
none other than Bob Menke, at that time the most 
legendary of Bay Area tapers. He had been 
pointed out to me a couple of times at shows 
while his reputation was being greatly expounded 
upon. I had mixed feelings about this, as Bob had 
not been very friendly on the one occasion when 
we had been introduced, nor did he have a very 
positive reputation among tapers I knew. How- 
ever, if he was involved in this project, it must be 
more significant than I had originally thought. 
Finally, a green Datsun pulled up and out stepped 
a scrawny, Tennessee Jed-looking guy with 
stringy blond hair. That was my man. I got out 
and walked up to him as a third car pulled up. 
From that car stepped a man and a woman with 
big smiles on their faces and looking like the pro- 
totypical shining, lively Deadhead couple. As I 
found out later, in their case, looks were in no way 
deceiving. They both turned out to be the kind of 
sharp, intelligent Deadheads that were typical of 
people who got on the bus in the seventies. They 
didn’t wear tie-dyes, but their clothes were beauti- 
ful and looked handmade. He was tall and lean 
with long, curly black hair tied back in a ponytail 
and sharp, clear eyes. She wore a beautifully 
embroidered jacket over a dress and also had 
long, thick curly black hair. She looked just like 
the picture of the hippie earth mother I had in my 
mind. I introduced myself to Stephen, who intro- 
duced me to the couple. I immediately got a warm 
feeling from them, and could tell that my previous 
misgivings would prove to be unfounded. 

They gave a quick hello and started in on 
explaining the plan. We were to follow them for 
the two-and-a-half-hour drive to their house. Part 
of the journey was on a deeply rutted dirt road, so 
there was some concern whether my little Toyota 
would be able to negotiate it. I said I was willing 





“Outside the System” 


to make the attempt, and off we went. As 
promised, about two hours into the drive into the 
back country of the north coast, we turned off 
onto a dirt road that was, indeed, well rutted. It 
was a beautiful, sunny California day as we drove 
through oak groves and small vineyards. Along 
the way, we passed the occasional farmhouse, 
crossed over a wooden bridge, and over another 
bridge made from an old flatcar dropped into the 
creek. My initial trepidation was beginning to 
creep back when we came to a stop. The couple 
wanted to switch their vehicle into four-wheel- 
drive to get through the next section. I looked 
ahead and saw a very muddy dip followed by a 
steep, curvy, freshly graveled incline. I shrugged 
and reasoned that in situations like these, one 
needs to keep with the flow. While waiting for the 
other two cars to make their way up the hill, it 
struck me that the couple leading us on this merry 
chase must have known they had found whom 
they had been looking for, as the two cars follow- 
ing them both had vanity license plates referring 
to Grateful Dead songs. Finally, I revved up, 
splashed my way through the mud, and darted up 
the hill, fishtailing back and forth around the 
curves. When we reached the top, I found myself 
in a little cluster of small hand-built houses, the 
ast of which belonged to our couple. 

We all made ourselves comfortable in the living- 
room portion of the small, cozy house. It was 
essentially a one-room house with a loft. They 
had built the house themselves and had moved in 
the year before. It was decorated with Grateful 
Dead paraphernalia, crystals in the windows, 
nickknacks everywhere, and had a casual feel to 
it, lots of stuff but not messy. The house, I later 
found out, was powered by some solar cells sup- 
plemented with a gasoline generator. The couple 
brought out three large boxes filled with reel-to- 
reel tapes, placed them at our feet. While I picked 
through them, astounded at the enormity of the 
find, our hosts proceeded with their story. 





It seems that there was a storage locker rented by one Betty 
Cantor-Jackson, former sound engineer of the Grateful 
Dead. Betty had neglected to keep up with the payments on 
the locker, so the owner, after sending numerous notices to 
her and receiving no response, told her to retrieve the items 
out of the locker and close her account. Again, there was no 
response, so the owner did what is usually done in these sit- 
uations: he placed an ad in the local newspaper and auc- 
tioned off the contents of the locker. Most of what was 
auctioned included furniture, clothing, kitchen utensils, 
mostly common banal household items one would expect to 


see at a typical storage locker auction. The contents of the 
locker were displayed in a completely disordered fashion. 
However, among these items were hundreds of tapes. Many 
of the tapes were brand-new sealed 7” and 10” reels and 
take-up reels. Most of the others were cassettes, others were 
7” and 10” reels, some in boxes, others not. The locker con- 
tents were divided up randomly into lots. There were three 
main parties bidding at the auction and a few minor ones. A 
box or two of clothing or other items would come up for 
bid, and thrown in with them would be a frying pan and a 
couple of tapes. After the first few rounds of bidding, the 
three main parties agreed it was ridiculous to drive up the 
prices, so they took turns on the various lots. This worked 
well for them until later in the day, when another bidder 
showed up who seemed bent on bidding on everything and 
went home with several boxes of tapes, both cassettes and 
reel-to-reels. No one knows who that person was or where 
they went. This was the fate of most of the tapes sold at the 
auction. Since many of the tapes were were thrown into var- 
ious lots and since several people were able to get the lots, 
most of the tapes in the locker were scattered to the four 
winds. 

With the possible exception of the last party, none of the 
bidders were there for tapes. They turned out to be a pleas- 
ant bonus. Unfortunately, a substantial amount of the items 
suffered from water damage. It appears that many of the 
items were stored in lockers located in San Rafael around 
1981 or 1982, when there were floods. Those lockers did 
not escape that fate. Many of the tapes at the auction were 
unsalvageable. There was a flight case full of tapes that also 
was full of standing water. The tape boxes had disintegrated 
and were unreadable. Some of the reels had unraveled and 
looked like spaghetti, while everything was covered in mold 
and smelled awful. This pile of tapes was left in a nearby 
Dumpster. 

Most of the bidders were people who make it their living 
to attend these auctions and resell the stuff at flea markets. 
However, one of the parties turned out to be big Pink Floyd 
fans. They were friends with our hosts, with whom they 
traded Pink Floyd tapes. Thinking that our hosts may be 
able to identify these tapes, they invited them to come over 
and look at the tapes. It actually took about six months for 
our hosts to make it over to their house, but when they 
finally did and they tried to play the tapes, they were only 
able to get what sounded like one channel playing out of 
both speakers. When our hosts heard their story, they deter- 
mined that these must be a batch of soundboard tapes 
recorded on a two-track tape deck. 





When they took an inventory of the tapes, they 
recognized the dates and realized they had discov- 
ered an unbelievable stash of soundboard tapes 
from many of the best shows ever played. This 
was Betty’s own private collection! While a good 





